THE  FIELD  OF  OIL

of Persepolis. Indeed we had to look closely upon one of
the postage stamps commemorating the Firdausi millennium
to determine that the picture showed the ruined columns
of Darius's palace, and not Abadan!

We flew over Khorram-Shahr, fringed with palm trees;
and over sandy oases. More or less following the Shatt-
al-Arab, we passed over one or two big Arab estates, and
above a rose garden in full bloom. Ocean-going dhows,
running before the wind towards the Gulf, appeared to be
mere sailing dinghies. We passed the west-bound Imperial
Airways machine, speeding over farms which looked like
queer little scratchings in the sand, as though children
had drawn squares for noughts and crosses. Then came
Basrah, stretching for several miles along the river bank,
blue dome proclaiming the port directorate. Of the
Basrawis, Sir Arnold Wilson said, "they are endowed with a
mind as lofty as their date palms, hospitality as wide as
their river, and society as sweet as their dates."

About half a mile beyond, where the Tigris and
Euphrates joined to form the Shatt-al-Arab, we landed
upon a runway of the new Basrah airport.
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